


in the Morn in 






/roc/, he would 
a- visiting go. 

On Christmas Day 
in the morning. 



} ether his mother 
would let him or no, 



Christmas Day 
i the morning. 





e brought Miss Mousie 
a Chesapeake cheese 
And a woolly red scarf 

to warm her knees. 



Jie laughed and sang 



as gay as you please. 
On Christmas Day 
in the morning. 
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here was an old wo maw 
Who lived in a shoe. 
She Piad so many children 
She didrit know what to do. 



With Christmas a-coming 
It was no task to etzfotf— 

A-trying to find gifts 
For each gzH and bo if. 




Oh mi/- 1 can just 
barely a fiord enough ftfefcote 
to eat m///o///wm//%ffioy$ ) 
ahoul exira^ 
things 





No, she said the other ■ 
day that they've been 
extra good lately.,. 
Christmas is coming, 

you know. 




Maybe that's Uimmm. 

her problem 3 1 
Christmas 

is co m ing. 





40*; H 




OldMrsFoote has 
all she can do to 
keep those chil- 
dren fed-has she 
put in & toy 
order yet? 



V 



Well, no, she hasn't —never has, 
come to think of it . . / wonder 
what Pier children do — 
for ioi/s. ^^^^^ 

they do with 
out them! 




Mow silly of me not to have 
thought of that- we'll have 
to do something about 

thai Wiggins. 



i « ■ 



A god 
idea. 



'V 



■ 



We'll pack up a toy for each child— 
everybody else in town will be 

giving sotnething* 
too. 

good idi 



W 



fa 

3 



m 






At the shoe house <>* Christmas Eve. 




Well help you with the 
dishes again, mother- 
then we ll hang 
. ^jtp our stockings. 




Well- uh- children, you don't want 
to expect too much -er-you inow 
some little children don't have 
warm homes and plenty to eat- 



you're very lucky 



as it is. 



■m 



® 



9 f 



< * ■ 



Aw t we know how things are. 
mother 3 - were Just going to 
hang up our stockings In 
case Santa has something 
left when he passes by. . . we're 
just sorry we wont have a 
present for you, either. 



A big hug from each of you is all I # 
f want-youtre the best Christmas ' ■ 
gifts in the world. 





■ 

* 




How can I 
thank you? 



Oh I'm not the only one— J 
step to the door, Mrs. Foote./ 



There you are -all the people of Mother Goose Town 
have come to sing you a Christmas carol, and 
Ike cow that jumped over the moon is yours 
so that yoUll have plenty of milfe 
for the children. 





E3P 



#«/ so the woman in the shoe had a merrtf^ 
Christmas because others showed they cared. 
ym*tfiou$fctafi1%6 poo* yeab? 



t * 



■ 





Polly Flinders 
amongst the cinders 
warming her pretty little toes! 




'er mother came and 
caught her 
And spanked her little 

daughter 
For spoiling her nice, 

new clothes. 



(jaid little Pol Flinders, 
I sat amongst the cinders, 

And t/oud have done so, too, 
A-hoping while there hiding 
That Santa would come sliding 
Down that sooty chimney flue" 






A C&riatin** Alphabet 





is for Bulk 
as bright 

as can be. 



is for Carol so happily sung. 





is for Door 
with mistletoe 
hung. 





is for Evergreens all round about. 




■; 

is for Fir, so 
fine and 
stout. 




£ t ft* ' 




■II 

Hi 



Mm 





is for Gumdrops, chewy and red. 




I 

■ 



is for Holly 
up over your 

head. 



■ 



■ 



for Icicle hung from the trees. 




■ 



is for Jolly 
songs that 
please. 




for the King born on this day. 




is for Laughter, 
happy and gay. 



is for Morning, 
so merrg 
and bright. 




3- 



L 



is for Noel, sung in the nigh t. 




is for Orange, found- 
in our socks. 




■ 



is for Pop! 
by a jack- 
in-the-box. 



■ 





is for Quiet- just tike a mouse. 




■ 



is for 
Rooftops 
up over 
each 
house. 



^ is for Snow, thick 
on each roof. 




is for Tap of each tiny hoof. 




is Wonderful -something like pie. 




is for Xmas, the short spelling way. 




is for You, may your 
Christmas be gay. 





is for-uh-what can Z be for? 




'eck the halls with 

boughs of holly. 
Fa la la la la, la lajaja! 



the season to be jolly, 
Fa la la la la, la lajaja! 





Vox we now our gay apparel. 
Fa la laja la laja.lajal 




^roll the ancient Christmas 

carol, 

Fa la la la la, la lajaja! 





to 



'%■ 





-HeLP SANTA ffi/mm 



Ho hum- time for bed, I 
guess -think I'll go run 
up the clock and hear 
it strike one. 



Hurrif back. Hickory, 
and we'll have a 
cheese sandwich 
before bed. 



m 



mm 



■ - * ■ ■ 



■BtB 



raw 



nHBHH 



12- 



53 



pi// right Dickory- 




Heres the clock- 
I al ways like to 
see if I can run ( 
up and down below 




Say- there's a iunny 
noise coming out of 
the fireplace! 





You mean 

youcavft 
get down? 



Nor up! See 
if you can 
loosen me. 



•:.-'V. 




Quick, ff Stow down- you're 
quick! j #0/ starving! Do 
Dickortf!\ you want white 

or rz/e? 



It's Santa CIaus r he's \ Santa Claus!?\ 
I stuck in the chimney\ My word, S 
I and can't get it must be \ 



up or down! 



Christmas. ) 



fiBMa 





#%2/ do you know- J Never mind 
Christmas alreadyl lihat-kurry upt 
Adm-hmmph-kow 
time flies. „ I was saying 
the oth " ^ 



P 



a I up the bricks, 
) Santa. 



>&s, thats Santa, all 
right- I can tell 
by his beard. 



/ 



- 



If you can squeeze by 3 mat/be 
you can see what's 
caught up 
above. 



Hee hee—oop! 

Do you have to 

walk across 
my ribs 9 




My sokes! Howd 
you get inside ) Is thai where 



his boot? 




I am? F thought 
his toes were five 
old buddies of 
ours- remember 
Squeaky, the tittle 
blond mouse in the 
root cellar? His 

little toe looks just 
like Squeaky. 







Wonder if 
Dickory is still 

in his boot?. 



Those mice cut me 
down all right but 
my tegs feel 
suspiciously cool 





Hickory! Did you 
and Dickory eat 
my pants? 

No, Santa, they're 
all unraveled in 
the chimney. 




Yes. this is the last stop -which 
reminds me. I'd better get 

here. 




Gnaw a hole in that 
corner. Dickory-we 

used to live in a 
tailor shop and 
should have picked 
up something. 



The onhj thing 
1 picked up was 
a fear of pin 




17! hold this up 
ozt me to get an 
idea of how it 
looks-how is it? 



Very snappy, 
. , except youve 
got f em upside 
down. 



V 



Golly, Hickory, 1 \ What!? Have you 
couldn't eat I been swallowing 
another bit of this stuff? }bu're 
burlap You 11 [supposed to toss it 



have to enlarge 
those foot 
holes i/o ur self. 



behind southing. 
Don't you know 
anything about 
housekeeping? 





OoomphfThey seem J 
to fit all right 



Cut to your own 

specifications, in 

ourownsant 

A tartf studios. 



t 

ii 



111 



E2£ 



Its 



How do they look? 







thanks an awful lot- I've 
got so many wooly warm 

blankets in my sleigh, Fm jmm 
not really worried. _ _ 



You could wor k 
in any department 
store in town. 





Good-bye, 
Santa. J || 




Just how does he manage 
to get back up the 




The pants we made! 
We'll just have to . 
have that aerial \ 
fixed, that's final! 



Wmm 




11 






Homer 
comet* 
Eating his Christmas 

pie; 



Q/e put in his thumb. 
And put led out a plum, 



Qind said What a good boy am I!" 





JWtfS 



P m 

cLittle Jack Homer 
Sat in the comer, 

When Simple Simon came bif. 

Jack called him right soon_, 
And gave him. a spoon 
Saving, "Have half of my 

' ' Christmas piel" 



I 




FEBRUARY, 

brings the ratn. . . 
Thaws the frozen 
lake again. 



g55 9h m 







Him 
T 



■mm 



16 



36V51 





4, ^ 





A Visit to the 



- 




title gjrl, little girl, where have you been?" 
'Gathering roses to give to the Queen. " 
"Little girl, little girl, whal gave she z/ou?" 
She gave me a diamond as big as mi/ shoe. ' 





• ■ 



Clap Handies 

Clap, clap handles, 
Mammies wee, wee am; 

Clap, clap handles. 
Daddies comin ' hame. 



Q^a) 



'ante f his bonny 
Wee bit laddie! 

Clap, clap handles, 
M wee, wee am. 






^ ( J^Mtle Tommy Tucker 
Sings for his supper: 
What shall he eat? 

P^n 6fara? things and butter. 

now will he cut it 
^/ Without e'er a knife? 
How can he marry M 
Without e'er a wife? 




- 





m 

| 



^)here were three jovial 

Welsh men, 
As I have heard them say, 



O^ndtkeg would go a-huntmg 
Upon great Christmas Day. 






And nothing could tkeg find 




*xW C5ir//7 a-sailing —a-sailing with the wind. 



I 




■ 



- 



said it was a ship; 




7 he other, he said, 'Nay? 



■•Is*** 



■ 

1 



- 





third said it was a house With the chimney blown away I 




9^/ alt the night they hunted. @f *But the moon a-g tiding. 
And nothing could they find, A- gliding with the wind. 




Eh 



w 



^ said it was the moon, 



he other, he said. "Nay!" 





With half o't cut away. 





Jo ait the day they hunted Sut a hedgehog m a brnmblebush 
And nothing did they find And this they left behind. 



**)ke third said it was a pin cushion With pins stuck in wrong waif. 





e first said it was a hare,- • 



^he, second, he said, "Nay? 





m 



/he third said 'twas a calf And the cow had run awau. 




hy they hunted 
And nothing couid they find 



'ut an owl in a holty tree 

And that they left behind. 



m 




mm... 



(Pne said it was an owl; 
The other, he said, "Nay!" 




e third said 'twas an old man 
With his beard growing gray. 



well', said the first 
"If that's how it be, 




Let's go back and inquire 
Of him exactly who he be" 




With never, never a pause. 



"you see" said the third man, 
"It was old Santa Claus!" 



1 : . f 



- 






nristmas k 



The geese are 
yetting fat. 



* 




£<zse- put a penny in an old man's hat. 




haven't got 

a penny— a half- 
penny will do. 



got a halt- penny 

Ood bless 
you! 




fl#for md fern 



i 



hat does the rooster cry 
Oh a cold Christmas morn? 

'Lock the dairy door. 
Lock the dairy door/" 




Hd what does the tien reply, 
As she cocks a shiny eye., 



Chickle chackie chee, 
I haverit got the key! 
Chickle chackie chee, 
I haven't got the key/ 







Jlmpie 
Adet a pieman 
Going to the fair. 




Qid Simple Simon 
To the pieman, 
'Let me taste your ware!" 




lemon to Si 



Show me first your penny." 



imon, 



Simon to th^pieWan, 
'Indeed, I haven't any!" 




-fe went to catch a ditto, bird A„ d thought he couldmt fail. 




because he had 
a little salt 





imple Simon went 
a-fishing 
For to catch a whate. 




■ ■ 



*But oil the water he could find j 
Was in his mothers pail. f 





9^nd now good Simple Simon 
Has a Christmas smile 
for yow. 



- 



1 



■ 



- 





1 




• 




'am 

Jack a dandu. 
Loves plum cake and 
Christmas candu. 

He bought some at 

a grocer's shop 
To give away, so 
hop, hop, hopf 



mm 



Mi 



iflB 



#5 



■ 

(JJ<?<?/£ Spratt 
could eat no fat. 

His wife could 

eat no lean-; 

But /must sat/, on 
Christmas Day, 
They licked the 
platter clean. 



Mi 



. : 



J* 



-it.* 1 M 



mm 





c 

\jyoosei/, Goosey Gander! 
Where shall I wander? 

Upstairs . 
and 
Downstairs 




And in the 

children's chamber. 



There I met an 
old man 



Working without 
pause. 




nd when I asked 
■him who he was 

He answered, 
s "Santa Clausf" 



J{S I was going 
v up Pippin Hill 
To a Christmas 




There I met a 
pretty lass 

And she dropped 
me a curtsy. 



Tittle Miss, 
pretty Miss, 

Merry Christmas 
to you; 



If I had half 
a crown 

today, 

I'd spend it all 

upon you. 



* 



* ■ 





J*ittle Nancy Ettiooat 
In a white petticoat 
And a red nose; 

The longer she stands 
The shorter she grows. • 



s 





title Betty Blue 
Lost her Christmas shoe. 
What shall Betty do? 




Give ker another 
To match the other. 
And then she'll 
walk in two. 




CteiJtmaS 
Good Deed 



Let's see now; if I've got every thing 
checked off on this list 




Listen, old Chip-chop, you scalawag, 
you're m the way. Go into the 
kitchen a'ftd help the Mother 

Goose children,. 





Now, Chip-chop, you 
be careful We're 
finishing 
Christmas 




Why, Chip-chop, you 
look sad. 




See-heres 
some ot the 
things I've 
got qi f ready. 



There's something 
perfect! A pencil 
s stub-? somebody 
wilt like thai. 



Well, then, you can | 

help me! I'm 

collecting Uttle^ L- g^* 

trinkets for 
Christmas 
presents. 





Why dont you collect some bright 
things ana I'll give them to the 

little woodland 
children. _ 

Good! 
I will! 




Mat/be southing 
else would be on 
Santas dresser. 




■ 




Humph— mighty impolite tittle 
snip.. .Don't like his looks, 
either— looks sneaky- 
not to be trusted. 




What are you making faces 
at yourself for, Chip-chop? 






/ told him vert/ plainly 
that "Mister Crow- 
has it" 




Only thing I 
can do now is 
find Mr. Crow- 
| the key was 
' in his bag. 





What is that thing 
youve got there? 

/ don 't kno w~ the 
crow called it 
a kef/. 



m 



m 



■it- 






Humph! A key is 
Lps ho good without 
m -aa lock! We'll 
W throw it away. 




mm 



flap 



m 



\Maybe you can make use I 
of this pencil instead-it \ 
makes marks so Us more \ 
useful than a keif.rr^ 



1 



Is it making 
any marks? 






|g£ Saved! I found the key 
a right here on the dresser! 




XTTTh 




tde a cockhorse 
to Banbury Cross 
To see a fine lady upon 
a white horse. 



ings on her fingers, and 
bells on her toes, 



(Jfoe shall have 
music wherever 
she yoes. 





, jerever she goes with a gallop so gay, 

With a gallopity clop on bright 

Christmas Day. 



iddle, diddle, dumpling, 

my son John- 
Went to bed with his 
breeches om 

One shoe offhand 
one shoe on, 

Diddle, diddle^ dumpling, 
mif son John. 
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